




The Wftorie 

Prince. Comehitl 
Francis. My Lord 
Prince. Ho w long h 
Francis. Forfooth fiueyeares,and as 
Poines. Francis. 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

Prince. Flue yeares$berlady a longleafc for the clinckingof 
Pewter: But Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play 'the 
coward with thy Indenture, and fhew itafaire paire ofheeles 
and runne from it? 

Francis. O Lord fir, lie he fworne vpon all 
land.I could find in my heart. 

Poines. Francis. ■ Francis. 

Prince. How old art thou, Francis'. 

Francis. Let me fee, about Michaelmas next 
Poines. Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you flay a little, my 
Prince . Nay but harkc you Francis, for the Sugar 
ucftme, t’wasapenny worth, waft not? 

Francis. O Lord,! would it had been two. 

Prince. I willgiuc thee for it a thoufand 
when thou wilt,and thou fhalt haue it. 

Poines. Francis. Francis. Anonc,auu>i 

Prince. Anone Francis No Francis, but to morrow Francis; 
or Francis, on thurfeday : or indeed Francis, when thou wilt: 
But Francis. 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this Leatherncierkin, Chriftall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agatring, Puke Hocking, Caddice garter, 
Smooth tongue.Spanifh pouch’ 

Francis. O Lord fir, who do you meane? 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftarde is your onely 
drinke: forlooke you Francis, your White canuafle doublet 
will fulley. In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Francis. What firj Poines. Francis. 

Prince. Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call? 

<[[ He ere they both call him , the Drawer fiandes amazed, not 
knowing which way to go e, Enter Vintner. 




Sf 


william Shakespeare Henry IV. Part j (stc 22284) lond 


Henry the fourth. 

Vint. VVhat, ftandft thou dill, andhearft fuch a calling? 
looke to the Gh.eftcs within. My Lord, old fi rlohn with halfc 
a dozen more,are at the doorc, ftrall 1 let the TO in? 

Prin. Let th' ra alone awhile, 6c then open the deore:P«»». 

Pomes. * none, anone fir. Enter Poines. 

Prince. &na-, Falfialffe and the reft of the Theeucs, are ac the 
doore.fhall webe merry? 

Pom. A merry as Crickets, my lad : but harkc yee, what 
cunning match haueyou made with this ieft of the Drawer j 
come, what’s theifluc? 

Princ. I am now ofall humors, that haue fhewed themfclucs 
humors, fince the old daies of goodman to the puptll 

age of this prefent twelue a clocke at midnight . What’s a 
clocke Francis ? 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

Trine. That euer this fellow inould haue fewer words then 
a Parret, & yet the fonof a Woman* His induftry is vp ftaires 
anddowneftaires, his eloquence the parcell of a reckoning.! 
am not yet of Percy es mind, the Hotjpuroi th t North, he that kils 
mefomefixeorftuen dozen oLSVe/r at abreakfaft, wafheshis 
handes, and fayes to his wife, Fievpon this quiet life, I want 
worke.O njy Iweet Harry, fayes fhe ! how many haft thou kild 
todayjGiue-tny Roane horfc a drench( fayes he) and anfweres, 
-fome forteene, an hourc after : a trifle, a trifle. I prethce call in 
Falfiajfe, He play Percy , and that damnde Browne fhall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife. Ritto, faies the drunkard.: cal in Ribs, 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Falfiajfe. 


Points. Welcome/^, where haft thou bccnc ? 

Fi.l A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vengeance to, mar- 
ry and Amen : giue me a cup offackboy. E’re I lead this life 
long lie (owe neatherftocks, and mend them, and foote them 
00. , plague ofall cowards, Giue me a cup of facke, rogue, is 
there no vertue extant? 0 ’ 


• ldl b th «i behold that compound. 

D 3* Fam. 


